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Summary 


After so many years Rosinante didn't expect to see his brother again. Especially not in the 
den of the crime syndicate. Now when he found him, he doesn't know what to do with him. 


Chapter 1 


Chapter Notes 


This is actually my first hybrid fic, I declared it abandoned (to myself), so I took some 
minor themes for my other hybrid fic, buuut I reread it recently and decided to finish it 
after all. 

everything I’ve done here is for milking angst @ 

And for cat Doffy 


I 


“In ancient times cats were worshipped as gods; they have not forgotten this.’ 


Terry Pratchett 


Doflamingo was put in a cage too small for him. His coat was sticking out between the metal 
bars, and he couldn't stand straight without hitting his head. In the courtroom, there were a 
few other hybrids captured during Fujitora’s raid, but Rosinante was looking only at him. 


As a child, with glasses, trimmed ears, and long enough clothes Doflamingo could pass as a 
human. Now it was impossible. The bend of his legs, the structure of his clawed hands, the 
long white fur on his nape and tail. Even his ears didn't appear human anymore, more like 
damaged cat’s ears. But with the amount of piercing he had, it looked more like a fashion 
choice than mutilation. 


Rosinante didn't know what their parents were thinking, hoping to hide it forever. 


Maybe they didn't, maybe that was one of the reasons why they decided to move from Mary 
Geoise and cut ties with other nobles. Well, he would never know for sure now anyway, it's 
impossible to question the dead. 


The door opened, making some people turn their heads around. A bailiff came in, dragging a 
small cage. He quickly made his way and put the small metal box down beside other hybrids. 


“That's the last one.” 


Rosinante blinked. Inside was the little grey kitten that tore his side during the raid. The boy 
sat with a glumly face on the cage's floor. He showed no hint of fear, only his spotted tail was 
jerking from side to side. What was he doing here? Shouldn't he be put up for adoption? 


“Let's begin then,” the judge Tsuru said. 


She began describing the case, but Rosinante didn't listen. He knew the details better than her 
anyway. 


Rosinante couldn't help but feel that Doffy was looking at him despite his eyes being hidden 
by glasses. His face was turned toward the audience, with a huge smile that showed his fangs 
in all their glory. 


The kitten noticed him too, but as soon as Rosinante returned the look, the boy turned away. 


The trial went on. The name of Donquixote came up in the reports so many times Rosinante 
stopped jerking every time it was mentioned, but it was nothing compared to the surprise 
Rosinante had hearing his brother’s name from the mouth of the first defendant, then the next 
one, and the following one. Except for a few people, everyone was blaming Doflamingo for 
virtually everything. 


It was actually unbelievable how many times his brother and the group of hybrids beside him 
came up during the trial. Owners answered for the crimes of their pets, but strays had no such 
privilege. In the past, it was a common practice among criminals to blame stray hybrids for 
their crimes. Strays got euthanized, and criminals got themselves a lightened sentence. The 
practice became so common, that the court no longer considered the accusations against 
hybrids legal evidence. Rosinante didn't know what the criminals were expecting to achieve 
here. 


Rosinante felt the burning glances of his colleagues, they were looking between him and 
Doffy, but he ignored them. He sat far away from his colleagues to escape all the questions 
when he was so wired and tensed he could snap at them at any moment. 


Hybrids were declared strays three years after their owners didn’t confirm the right of 
possession in Hybrid’s Adoption Hub. But that was not the reason no one could blame 
Rosinante for Doflamingo’s crimes, despite the same surname. There were no appropriate 
documents for hybrid adoption on Donquixote's name. Because Doflamingo was registered as 
his parents’ son. 


The trial was heading to its end. The fate of hybrids usually was decided quickly, unlike with 
humans. 


“Donquixote Doflamingo. Stray.” 
“Yeees?” Doflamingo said his first word, turning his head toward Tsuru. Rosinante tensed. 


“Confirmed deaths of service hybrids: 5. Serious confirmed injuries to officers in the line of 
duty: 23. Average confirmed injuries to officers in the line of duty: 64. Light confirmed 
injuries to officers in the line of duty: 154. Confirmed deaths of officers in the line of duty: 0. 
Despite evidence of an attack on three officers, the causes of death were bullet wounds. 
Sentence: steel collar and Hybrid’s Rehabilitation Center.” 


A storm of emotions steered inside Rosinante: relief, guilt, and dread. He... he saw Doffy kill 
in the raid. With a gun. But he didn't write it in the report. He couldn't, it would mean 


euthanizing right away. Even seeing how dangerous his brother was firsthand, he couldn't 
bring himself to be the reason for his death. 


And still... It was a delayed death sentence. If no one would adopt Doflamingo in the next 
two months, he would be strangled to death by the collar. With such a past added to his 
profile no one in their right mind would take him. 


Two of the other hybrids had confirmed human deaths on their hands and were sentenced to 
euthanize. The first one made an uproar and was shot by the bailiff with a tranquilizer. The 
second one stayed silent. The rest of the hybrids were given the same sentence as 
Doflamingo. Only the last one remained. 


“Trafalgar Law. Stray.” 
“What?” 
The kitten glared up at the judge. 


“Confirmed deaths of service hybrids: 0. Serious confirmed injuries to officers in the line of 
duty: 0. Average confirmed injuries to officers in the line of duty: 10. Light confirmed 
injuries to officers in the line of duty: 29. Confirmed deaths of officers in the line of duty: 0. 
Hmm.” 


Tsuru looked down at the kitten. Rosinante held his breath. He knew the wound Law gave 
him was considered a major one, but this too Rosinante left out of his report, hoping that 
without such stain in his profile, the kitten would be adopted by a good family. If only Law 
wasn't a stray, he could have got away with just a money penalty from the owner. 


“Sentence: Hybrid’s Rehabilitation Center.” 
Law snorted with contempt. 


Rosinante couldn't help but feel the injustice. The best future a kitten could hope for in the 
HRC was being adopted by the military into service. 


As soon as the trial was over Rosinante got up and walked away. He felt his brother's gaze 
bore into his back, but he didn’t allow himself to look back. 


Rosinante drove home, gathered all the documents he needed, and went to the Hybrid’s 
Rehabilitation Center. 


Chapter 2 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


It turned out that the adoption of steel-collared hybrids wasn't as easy as regular ones. 
Apparently, he needed a background check, so it took some time. And his salary was barely 
enough to have a right to adopt two hybrids. 


The paperwork was finally over, but instead of congratulations the woman at the reception 
desk of Hybrid Rehabilitation Center greeted him with this: 


“There is a complication with a kitten you're trying to adopt.” 
Oh, God, did he bite someone? 
“What kind?” Rosinante asked carefully. 


“The report of medical examination came in, he is terminally ill. The kitten will live at most 
two years. Honestly, if he wasn't in the process of adoption, we would have euthanized him in 
the next week.” 


Rosinante stared. It was too much to process at once. The woman looked up from her 
documents and shouted: 


“Your coat!” 


Rosinante looked down and saw that the cigarette that fell out of his mouth set a small fire on 
his clothes. He extinguished it with a few pats of his hand and said: 


“Can I still adopt him?” 


“Er, the kitten?” The receptionist said still looking at the burned spot. “You could still cancel 
the adoption, it's not too late...” 


“T will adopt him, please.” 
She looked at him weirdly. 
“Okay...” 


Along with the documents he was given a watch that was connected to Doffy’s collar. He 
activated it with the code the Center's worker gave him and was greeted with a logo of 
SeaStone Ink. As soon as it faded away a line of red numbers appeared. The inscription 
above it said: 


Liquidation in: 


Rosinante turned pale. He flipped through the manual in a nervous rush, looking for a way to 
cancel the countdown. He checked twenty times that he hadn't made a mistake before hitting 
the cancelation button. 


Are you sure you want to cancel the liquidation? 


Rosinante pressed YES so hard, he almost broke his finger. Only after the numbers 
disappeared he relaxed again. 


Before exploring the device Rosinante decided to read the manual, in case he accidentally 
would do something that couldn't be reversed. 


The watch had a lot of different functions. Rosinante discovered that the screen didn't 
respond to the hybrid’s touch, staying dark, and the watch could download a map of the area 
where the collar is located. Before Rosinante could read through the whole thing the woman 
at the reception called his name: 


“Mister Donquixote? Your wards are ready to be picked up.” 


Rosinante swallowed hard. He wasn't ready. But he walked where the receptionist told him to 
without any hesitation. 


Rosinante entered the room. His brother was standing with his back to him in the same 
clothes he was in the court. He was rubbing his neck under the collar and lazily stretching his 
legs near a small cage. He slowly turned around with a wide smile glued to his face. 


Before Rosinante could say anything a man in HRC uniform walked toward him from the 
opposite door. Only now he noticed two guards with tranquilizers on their belts. 


“You have a handful here,” the man said pushing a transfer confirmation form into 
Rosinante’s hands. “I nearly shot him before you showed up.” 


Doflamingo laughed, while Rosinante was signing the form. Rosinante saw a second guard 
grimacing at the sound out of the corner of his eye. 


“Well, good luck to you,” the first guard said, before leaving the room with his partner. 


Rosinante was finally alone with his brother. And the kitten. He made a few steps forward 
and just silently stood before them not really knowing what to say or what to do. 


Doflamingo cocked his head to the side, it seemed impossible, but his smile grew even wider. 
“Rosi,” the rumble of his voice was soft. “Long time no see.” 


Rosinante felt awkward. What the hell happened to you, was what he wanted to say, but what 
came out was: 


“Your tail grew big.” 


Doflamingo stared silently for a few seconds. 


“Yes, it did,” he said and moved said tail from side to side. The shiny white fur swayed from 
the movement like fluff on a feather. 


Rosinante remembered his tail being short, thick, covered in white fuzz, and kind of 
triangular. Doffy hated it when he grabbed it. 


“Oh, come on, aren't you going to hug me?” Doflamingo wrapped one arm around his 
shoulder and pulled him closer, trying to envelop him in the feathers of his coat and the 
warmth of his body. Only it didn't end well. Rosinante lost his balance and fell underneath his 
brother’s feet face down on the floor. He lifted his head and met eye-to-eye with the kitten in 
the cage. 


“Are you done here? When do you let me out?” Law asked with irritation. 


“Uh,” Rosinante said, getting up to his feet and patting his coat from dirt. “When we're in my 
apartment.” 


“Then let's go already.” 
Doflamingo chuckled. 


“Impatient, isn't he?” Doffy lifted up Law’s cage to the level of their eyes as if it weighed 
nothing. The kitten fell on his ass from a sudden lift-up. “Law, meet my little brother.” 


“Are you kidding me? He is a cop!” Law hissed. His short fur stood on end, making him 
fluffier. 


Doflamingo chuckled again. 

“Yes, unfortunately. But you can't choose blood.” 

“Er,” Rosinante felt even more awkward. “My car is outside.” 
“Then lead to it, oh my god!” Law exclaimed. 

It seemed the kitten didn't like him. 


Doflamingo slipped his hand between the bars and stroked Law’s back, smoothing his frizzy 
fur on his nape. 


“Shhh.” 


Law crossed his arms over his chest and frowned even more. He looked seconds away from 
biting Doffy’s hand. Or anyone too close for their own good. 


“Right,” Rosinante said and led them outside. He walked a bit too hurriedly, rushing forward, 
hoping to avoid any questions. 


His car was an old model, and visibly second-hand, so he wasn't surprised when Doflamingo 
made a disappointed “Mmm”. 


“It's a good car,” Rosinante said a bit defensively while disabling the alarm. 

“Of course,” Doflamingo said without any emotion, but Law didn't hold himself. 
“Are you blind? It's trash.” 

Rosinante didn’t answer. 


Doflamingo put Law’s cage in the back seat and strapped it with a seat belt. To Rosinante’s 
embarrassment, he didn't think about the belt. Law would have fallen at the first traffic light 
if he was the one putting the cage there. 


Rosinante sat in the driver's seat at the same time as Doflamingo made himself comfortable 
in the front seat near him. Rosinante still didn't know how to talk to his brother, and he hoped 
that driving a car was a good enough justification for his silence. 


Five minutes into the drive and Doflamingo softly said: 

“Oh, my.” 

“What?” Rosinante was started, but Doflamingo only shook his head dismissively. 
“Never mind.” 

Law, of course, didn't stay silent. 

“You drive like crazy! Look at the road! AT THE ROAD! A TREE!” 


The car veered to the side of the road, but Rosinante managed to pull it back in their lane 
before they crashed into anything. 


“Ah, sorry.” 
“Do you want to kill us?!’ The kitten hissed. 


“Don't be so judgmental, Law. Rosi survived this far with a driving license. I’m sure he 
knows what he's doing.” 


Rosinante felt himself getting red. 


“Right. It's just another ten minutes and we’ll be at my house.” 


38 2K ok 


Rosinante fumbled with a key feeling two pair of eyes on him. His nerves were making him 
even more clumsy than usual and he dropped his keys twice already. The kitten’s tail was 
wagging from side to side with displeasure, but Doflamingo was passively waiting while 
leaning on the wall. It was unusual. In the past, his older brother’s patience ran out fast and 
he began to do the task instead of Rosinante. 


Finally, he managed to unlock the door. It opened with a screech while Rosinante entered his 
home. 


One look inside and he suddenly realized, that his apartment was not designed to 
accommodate more than one person. 


Doflamingo walked past his brother and looked at him with bewilderment. 
“Rosi, I was better off than this, and I lived on the street.” 
“Yeah, it isn't much,” Rosinante said. His embarrassment was rising with each second. 


There was only one small bedroom, a kitchen adjacent to a living room, and a bathroom, 
nothing more. Shit, if the Center knew where he lived, they wouldn't let him 
adopt any hybrids. 


Doflamingo walked into the living room and ran his hand over the shabby fabric of the 
couch. 


“What do they pay you with in the force? Expired food coupons?” 


“Talk later, let me out already! I was two fucking days in this stupid thing. Do you know how 
badly I want to go to the toilet?!” Law hissed. 


“Oh, right.” Rosinante crotched before the cage and took out the key. “It's the first door to the 
right.” 


The moment he opened the door, Law scratched his hand on the way out and darted into the 
bathroom. 


Rosinante swallowed. This was going to be difficult. 


Chapter End Notes 


My permanent headcanon is that Rosinante is a crazy driver 


Chapter 3 


Rosinante discovered that the countdown to liquidation was switched off but the death by 
distance was permanent. At least, the watch allowed a generous distance, in his opinion, up to 
20 kilometers. He also had the right to cancel the strangulation if he did it in time by entering 
a code on the collar. Rosinante memorized the combination of numbers that could save his 
brother the moment he discovered this. 


There was another useful function of the collar: Rosinante could tie the radius to the place 
and not to the watch on his wrist. Which was great, he still needed to go to work, and he 
couldn't bring Law and Doffy with him. Although he felt anxious leaving them alone in his 
home the next day after he brought them in, he didn't have a choice. 


He still didn't know how to act around Doffy. His brother tried to talk him up a few times, but 
after being met with awkwardness and silence he decided to let him be. Like a predator on 
the hunt, he decided to lie low and wait for Rosinante to make a first move. Doflamingo 
watched him dress and eat silently, drinking a cheap beer he found in the fridge while the 
kitten hid somewhere in the apartment. 


“T will go now,” Rosinante said, standing at the front door with the keys in his hand. 
“T know, I will be waiting for you.” 


Why did this sound like a threat to him? 


382K 


The whole office knew. Half of them were present during Doffy's trial out of curiosity 
because he and Doflamingo shared Donquixote surname. 


They may not know Doffy killed humans, but how vicious he was was impossible to miss. It 
didn't take long before people started giving him advice. 


He was too big for a house cat, too intimidating in his whole presence to be a loved pet. 
Wouldn't it be best to cut off the last phalanges of his fingers, declawing him? Or better yet, 
to get rid of him altogether with an injection? 


Rosinante was repulsed, he didn't even know what was worse, the words themselves, or the 
sympathetically caring faces of those who said it. They knew he was his brother, Rosinante 
wasn't hiding it. Why did they think it was a kind thing to even suggest this to him? How 
could he explain that he could do nothing of sorts? So he stayed silent and tried to focus on 
the paperwork. 


He was startled and fell down from his chair when one of his senior officers approached him 
with a folder in his hands. Sakazuki didn't wait until he got up from the floor, and started 
speaking. 


“T was looking through your reports, Donquixote, and there was an inconsistency in... What 
the hell do you look like?” 


Rosinante blinked and looked down at himself. He looked just like usual, except... Oh, except 
his clothes were all covered in white and grey fur. 


“Oh, yeah. I didn't know cats shed so much,” he said lamely. 


He did have a blurred memory from childhood when from time to time he was randomly 
finding white hairs in his food and bed, but Doffy was much fluffier now. He was just a day 
in his home and the fur was everywhere. 


Sakazuki huffed. 


“Why you are bothering with that scum is beyond me. It affects the quality of your work, 
Donquixote.” 


“Rr 99 


“Just shoot him and be done with it. If you don't have the guts, go to the clinic. Executions of 
the steel-collared beast are legal at any time.” 


It was so blunt, Rosinante felt nauseous, he thought he would throw up right there. He 
couldn't stay silent anymore. 


“What are you saying?! He is my brother!” 

Sakazuki looked at him as if he was the most stupid person on Earth. 
“If he was your parent’s cat, it doesn't make him your brother.” 
Rosinante could only stare. 


Sakazuki closed the folder. He placed a hand on Rosinante’s shoulder and leaned forward, 
saying with a soft voice: 


“Listen, you’re a responsible kid. This is more than the failed responsibility of your parents. 
It's about the responsibility of the whole humankind. Hybrids are killing machines, humanoid 
weapons. We should have disposed of them as soon as they stopped being needed. Not... keep 
them as pets.” 


“Akainu!” Kuzan shouted across the room. “Leave the kid alone. He got enough on his plate, 
he doesn't need your crap.” 


Sakazuki grimaced but backed away. 


Rosinante felt sick, his heart pounded in his chest. He never felt as alien in the force as right 
now. 
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Rosinante didn’t stay overtime thanks to Kuzan. He took over Rosi’s reports and didn’t make 
him redo all of them as Sakazuki demanded. It was starting to get dark outside when 
Rosinante arrived home. He got out of the car to a crowd of people gathered in front of his 
building. Some women were weeping. He came closer and began to hear snippets of 
conversations. 


“my Fluffy, my dear Fluffy...” 
“*..Did you see the massacre behind the dumpster?” 
“..1 had to calm my kids, but they are still crying!..” 


Rosinante's blood ran cold. People started to notice him. Some asked him to investigate the 
death of their pets, and some outright demanded it. The crowd thought that a crazy dog was 
running around, or a stray hybrid. Some of the women looked at him suspiciously, they 
probably saw him bringing two hybrids the day before, but one of the old ladies patted him 
on the arm calling him “a nice boy”, and apparently this was all the credibility that he needed. 
He promised them to do his best and entered the building. The elevator ride seemed endless, 
he fidgeted with his lighter turning it on and off until the lift stopped on his floor. 


He came home. 
The lock clicked locking up his apartment. Rosinante rested his forehead on the door. 


“Doffy,” he called. He tried to be calm, but his voice came out hoarse from barely contained 
fury. “I know you did it.” 


“Did what?” His brother’s voice was coming right behind him. 
Rosinante turned around. 

“Killed the fucking cats!” 

He was boiling with anger, but Doflamingo seemed pleased with himself. 
“Oh, really? I wonder how.” 

Rosinante heard the kitten snickering somewhere in the living room. 
Fuck, he didn't lock... 


“The windows!” Rosinante said gesturing at them. “I know the capabilities of hybrids, Doffy! 
Stop this farce.” 


“Mmm? What farce?” Doflamingo said with an even bigger smile. 


Rosinante stormed past him. Honestly, what did he expect? Appeal to Doflamingo’s 
conscience? He killed humans, pets were just a game for him. 


Doflamingo tried to follow him into his room, but Rosinante closed the door right in front of 
his face. 


“Oh, don’t be like that,” Doffy said. 


Rosinante could hear the scraping of his claws over the wood. The door was not an obstacle 
for him. If he really wanted, he could rip it out without effort. Windows, doors... all these 
simple locks would not hold him down unless he wanted them to. 


Rosinante roamed through his coat and took out SeaStone Ink. manual. He flipped through it 
until he found the right page. He took a deep breath. 


As much as he was angry at his brother, Rosinante knew why Doflamingo did it. 


He always hated cats when they lived on the streets. He threw rocks at them and later started 
to hunt them down. He also ate them, because it was stupid to waste the meat, but Rosinante 
could never bring himself to have a bite, even utterly starving. 


Back then Rosinante didn't get this clear animosity his brother felt toward the animal Doffy 
shared so many traits with. But it was precisely because of these traits Doflamingo couldn’t 
stand them. People looked at him, at the cats, and saw no difference, when the distinction 
should have been obvious. To someone as proud as Doffy, who grew up thinking that he was 
not just a human, but the most elite kind of them... being looked at as not valuable and 
disposable, even on a basic level of existence was devastating. 


He killed, so there would be no more comparison. 


Rosinante set up new settings on his watch to the sound of insistent scratching. Only after he 
hid the manual in his coat he opened the door. He was greeted by Doflamingo’s wide smile 
right in front of him. 


Rosinante stared at the sharp canines in Doflamingo’s mouth. He remembered their mother 
taking Doffy to the dentist and his brother returning with filed teeth. Now his flat baby teeth 
seemed to fall out, giving Doffy his sharp cat grin back. 


“You were fast. I thought you’d be pouting all evening.” 


Rosinante didn’t say a word and walked past his brother back to the entrance. Doflamingo 
followed him but when he reached the door his collar started beeping, warning the hybrid 
about the closeness of the allowed radius of freedom. 


“Oh, really now, Rosi...” Doflamingo huffed, but Rosinante interrupted him by hissing: 
“Did you seriously think I would do nothing after your stunt?!” 


“So you decided to ground me?” Doflamingo watched Rosinante with narrowed eyes. When 
his brother opened the door Doflamingo asked: “Where are you going?” 


(2? 


“Where do you think?! To clean up your mess!” Rosinante shouted then slammed the door 


shut. 


Chapter 4 


Rosinante knew having Doffy back wouldn’t be easy, but he had to take responsibility for 
him. He had to. 


Doflamingo very clearly showed his displeasure with his brother’s decision to lock him up in 
the apartment. When Rosinante came home everything was destroyed. The furniture was 
scratched, papers from magazines were scattered everywhere, the only cacti plant that 
survived his care was lying broken, pot shards and soil smeared all over the kitchen floor. 


After the first step inside his home, something crunched under Rosinante’s shoe. He looked 
down to see a broken frame. Under the glass shards was a photo of him with his co-workers 
at his birthday party. 


Rosinante heard giggling. He looked up at the top of the old wardrobe, where Law usually 
hid. The pair of yellow eyes looked back at him. 


“You are an idiot,” the kitten said. He giggled again and retreated deeper into the corner, to 
hide himself from Rosinante’s eyes. 


Rosi looked around again. He could see tiny claw marks on the furniture too. Yep, Law 
definitely helped in Doflamingo’s tantrum. At least someone had fun. Rosinante wasn’t 
looking toward cleaning this mess. 


The door to his room was open and he could see Doflamingo sleeping on his bed, curled 
under his pink coat. All Rosinante’s clothes were thrown out of the closet and scattered 
throughout the room. They were all covered in white fur. Even his underwear. 


Rosinante fell on the couch and feathers shot up from the turned pillow. The couch itself 
wasn’t particularly damaged, perhaps because Doffy planned to still sleep on it. 


Rosinante sighed. He felt rage bubbling at the surface of his mind but deeper inside he felt 
hollowness and resignation. He should have known what he signed up for with his brother. 
This was his life now. Tantrums, bickering, and cleaning messes after Doffy. Perhaps, he 
could escape the worst of it by staying at work until he would be kicked out of the police 
station by the janitor. Money for overtime definitely wouldn’t hurt. 


He watched Doflamingo’s form rising up and falling in his sleep, his breathing gently moving 
the feathers of his coat before his nose. He could see a bit of his brother’s face, and even 
consumed by dreams Doffy managed to look smug. 


Rosinante rubbed his forehead feeling a headache starting. 
Maybe Doffy already exercised all his frustration and anger and tomorrow would be better. 


The next day his apartment somehow looked even worse. 
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Debris rustled across the floor, disturbed by the broom. Doflamingo seemed to be very 
particular with the stuff he destroyed. He didn’t touch those things he himself used and Law’s 
favorite place was spared. But everything else? 


“You missed a spot,” Doffy said smugly. 
Rosi stopped sweeping to glare at his brother. 


Doflamingo just chuckled and sipped coffee from his mug. He was lying on his belly on the 
kitchen counter, swinging his legs in the air and watching Rosinante clean again. 


“Tf you continue like this, I won’t have anything to cook with.” 
“Good. Your food is shit.” 


Rosinante continued to sweep with more vigor until he heard the sound of the mug moving 
on the counter.” 


“Don’t,” Rosi said through gritted teeth. 
“Mmm?” Doflamingo inquired innocently and moved the mug even closer to the edge. 


“Don’t you dare...” Rosinante turned his head just in time to see Doffy throwing the mug 
onto the floor with a snap of his fingers. It didn’t shatter but the leftover coffee splattered 
across the kitchen. 


“You missed another spot,” Doflamingo said nonchalantly. 
Rosinante threw the broom on the floor. 

“Fucking hell, Doffy! Can you stop this for five seconds?!” 
Doflamingo hummed. 


“You locked me up in this tiny shithole and expect me to just take it? Quite amazing thinking. 
Did your buddies at the station teach you to eat shit and say thank you, and now you want me 
to do the same?” 


Rosinante rubbed his face with both hands. Why did he even bother talking to him? 


38 2K 


Rosinante was cleaning the living room. He heard a soft chime of Doflamingo’s earring and 
stared at him. His brother was lying on the back of the couch with his head on his crossed 
hands. 


Even when Law didn’t look at him, Rosinante could tell he heard him by looking at his ears. 
They always turned to the sound. But no such luck with Doffy. At most, he could guess he 


moved his short trimmed ears by the movement of the earrings, but he couldn’t tell if was it 
because Doflamingo was listening, or he just slightly moved his head. 


Rosinante looked away, continuing to put stuff back in their places. He caught himself staring 
at his brother a lot. He couldn’t help but notice that all his human mannerisms were gone, 
now he was acting like a hybrid without shame. 


Rosinante recalled one time... when he and his brother were fresh on the streets, a strange 
man wanted to catch them. Rosi was hiding behind his brother’s back, clutching his shirt and 
trying to be as small as possible, and perhaps that was why the man thought he was a kitten 
too. He remembered how fluffed out Doffy’s tail was, it was tickling his skin but he was too 
scared to squirm away from the fur. The man got on one knee and said “ps-ps-ps” to them. 
Rosinante remembered how strange it was that this person thought it would make them come 
to him at the same time when he felt his brother’s back becoming impossibly stiff under his 
hands. And then... he jumped, making Rosinante fall on his ass. Never before had Rosi seen 
his brother so aggressive, so angry... No, it was beyond anger, it was visceral rage and hatred. 
Rosinante didn’t know that someone as small as Doffy could make a grown man scream in 
fear and pain. 


Doflamingo won that fight, despite being so young. The man was lying beneath his feet, 
unconscious or dead Rosinante didn’t know. Doflamingo stood covered in blood and 
breathing heavily like a demon that just crawled out of the depths of hell. That was the first 
time Rosinante really feared him. Not like his brother who could give him a slap to his head 
when he borrowed his toys... but as a creature. 


Just the implication of that “ps-ps-ps” sound made Doffy see red. And now... he was licking 
his skin and fur, looking a bit funny when he tried to reach the hairs on his nape. He rubbed 
against furniture and didn’t hide his bent legs or tail. Somehow his pride transformed to 
include him as he was. Maybe the physical power he had over humans helped him in that. 
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Rosinante woke up from a loud noise. He got tangled in the sheets and fell head first on the 
floor. 


Doflamingo chuckled behind the door and Rosi shouted: 
“Go to sleep!” 

Instead of Doffy Law shouted back at him: 

“Fuck you!” 


Rosinante got up from the floor and fell on his bed with a groan. Not only did both hybrids 
like to destroy his apartment, but they also became loudly active at night. 


Well, he was sure it was mostly Doffy, the kitten just followed his example. If only he knew 
how to calm his brother down if only for a night, all would be better. He desperately needed a 
break; the exhaustion was catching up to him. 


An idea popped into Rosinante’s mind. 


That day he went to the pharmacy after work. These days he returned way too late, but he 
still made it five minutes before closing. 


When he opened his apartment Doffy was sitting at the kitchen table with Law standing on 
the chair across him. When the kitten saw Rosi he darted into the living room and climbed up 
on the wardrobe as a little gray lightning. The chair fell down from the force of his jump. 


“You are early today. You finally missed me?” Doflamingo said. 


Rosinante ignored him. He put the chair back up and took his indestructible mug from the 
shelf above the sink. 


“Mmm, didn’t think so,” Doflamingo continued. “Why did you even bother to adopt me if 
you going to ignore me? Or what, you thought me dying from the collar was too light of a 
punishment and you want me to die from boredom instead...” 


Rosinante placed a mug of water in front of Doffy with a thud and put two pills next to it. 


Doflamingo looked down at them for a few seconds then looked up at his brother with 
narrowed eyes. 


“What is it?” 

Rosinante sat on the chair before him. 

“Sleeping pills.” 

Doflamingo raised his eyebrows and Rosinante continued: 

“You’re been under a lot of stress lately, you need to sleep more.” 
Doflamingo snarled and bared his teeth like a wild animal. 

“Oh am I? Or it is just convenient to you when I sleep, when you're asleep?” 


“Doffy,” Rosinante groaned. “Fine. You’re right! I can't sleep when you race in my apartment 
every night. I have no energy left! You are destroying my home every day, and then I have to 
use all my free time to clean so you can mess up everything again. I’m fired, I hadn’t had 
proper sleep for a week, and I still need to deal with all the shit in vet clinics about Law. So 
yes, it would be really fucking nice if I get some sleep at least once.” 


“Let you sleep or you will order the collar to kill me, is that right?” Doflamingo chuckled. “TI 
see how it is.” 


A cold shiver ran down Rosinante’s spine. 


“Doffy, I didn't mean it like that, it's not a threat. I’m...” 


“Save it. You’re so weak, you can’t even say it to my face.” 


Rosinante could see Doflamingo rolling his eyes beneath his glasses. His brother took the 
pills and swallowed them without water. “Happy now?” 
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The pills somewhat worked. Doffy became drowsy and slow. He dragged himself to the 
couch and lay there motionless but he didn’t seem to actually fall asleep. Possibly the dose 
was too small for his body or the pills designed for humans didn’t work on him as they 
should. It was not ideal but it was enough, now Rosinante could finally sleep without waking 
up from all the noise. Only... his eyes weren’t closing up. Memories and thoughts were eating 
his brain alive. 


One time when Rosinante was a little kid, he woke up in the middle of the night and went to 
the toilet. He heard sobs, so he followed the sound until he saw his mother crying in his 
father’s arms in the dark room. She said it was all her fault and that other nobles were right 
for treating her badly, but his father denied everything. He said that nothing made her or 
Doffy less human. 


Even back then Rosinante managed to realize what they were talking about. There was a 
rumor that his granny, mother of his mother, sinned with a hybrid. Rosinante’s mother was 
born human, allegedly disproving the rumors, but this didn’t discourage other nobles from 
shuning and outcasting her. 


Now, lying in his bed long past midnight, he remembered his father’s words while images of 
Doffy’s cruelty flashed before his eyes. 


Nothing made him less human. 
Then he remembered Akainu’s words. 
Nothing more than humanoid killing machines. 


How his life would have been damn easy if he chose to believe Akainu. To just scratch 
everything he knew and just believe his parents were crazy for thinking a cat was their son, 
then execute a criminal and live his life. 


The thought disgusted him so much he felt nauseous. He knew his parents, and how kind and 
gentle they were. To even be tempted to accept those words would desecrate their memory 
and would damn his soul. 


But Doffy, the things he had done... 


Rosinante turned on his side. He asked himself: would his father still love Doflamingo, after 
all he’d done? The answer was clear and simple, Rosi didn't have to think even a second: of 
course, he would. 


Rosinante sighed and rubbed the wetness from his eyes. He slowly stood up. 


He didn’t know what to do or what to feel about Doflamingo, nothing felt right. Rosinante 
opened the door to the living room and walked in. When he stood over his brother Doffy 
opened one eye. It shone in the dark so Rosi knew Doflamingo put his glasses down for the 
night. Out of the corner of his eye, Rosinante saw Law on the wardrobe also opening his 
bright eyes. 


He lay down near Doflamingo, like he did when he was a kid, and thought he saw a monster 
under his bed. Doflamingo didn’t hesitate; he embraced him with one hand and pulled him 
closer without a word. 


Rosinante tried to think it was his brother, not a monster behind his back. He really tried. But 
the whole night he couldn't close his eyes. 


Chapter 5 


Doflamingo stopped destroying his apartment after that night. Which was very fortunate 
since Rosinante’s work doubled lately. Some hybrids they caught in Fujitora’s raid managed 
to run away. The evidence said it was done with outside help, which meant not everyone was 
caught during it. 


It made Rosinante glad he adopted Doffy so quickly or he would have been free to maim and 
kill again like the others from his gang. 


Of course, he didn’t tell his brother some of his buddies were free now, but Doffy didn’t ask 
about them, so the topic was easy to avoid. 


What was not easy to avoid was Doflamingo’s insisted chatting. He seemed to think they 
started to reconnect after that night. He was going on and on about how he was patient with 
him and that he understood that Rosinante needed time considering the circumstances, 
especially Rosi’s profession. 


Rosinante let him talk, he was just happy to have his home back in order every time he 
returned from work. He finally had the energy to take Law to the vet too. But... it was easier 
said than done. The kitten was avoiding him far more masterfully than Rosinante himself 
tried to do with Doflamingo. Law either hid from him or attacked him and ran. 


If Rosinante managed to catch him, he would bite and hiss and scratch him until Rosi would 
let him go. If that didn’t work, Law would shout for Doflamingo to help. Doffy would laugh 
at them but he would take Law out of his brother's hands. 


Still, the atmosphere in his home felt a bit better. Even though he was barely at home, 
Rosinante managed to witness the moments of serenity. 


Sunny days were the most peaceful ones. Doffy was lying in sun spots all over the apartment, 
reading a book or sleeping, and even Law was coming out to the center of the room instead 
of hiding in shadows. 


Today was like this. Rosinante was lying on his bed with a laptop he borrowed from work on 
his lap. He was looking at houses for sale, hoping to find anything that he could afford on his 
meager savings. So far, the further a house was from a populated area, the less it cost. 


He saw movements out of the corner of his eye and turned his head just in time to see Law 
hiding behind the couch. 


Doflamingo was lying in the sunspot on the floor. He seemed oblivious to the little stalker as 
if fully consumed by the book Rosinante borrowed from a colleague. The end of his tail was 
twitching from time to time; sometimes he even made a lazy wave. Law’s ears were turned 
forward in full attention; he wasn’t taking his eyes off the tail, as if fascinated by the 
movement. He was a tense furball for a few seconds, and then he started wiggling his body in 
a way that made Rosi cover his mouth in an attempt not to laugh. 


Law pounced. He didn’t manage to catch the tail, Doflamingo twisted his body impossibly 
quickly and pressed the boy into the parquet floor with one hand. Law made a pathetic 
broken squeak... 


“Doffy!” Rosinante bellowed, throwing the laptop aside and jumping up to his feet. 


Doflamingo flinched and the kitten squirmed away from underneath his hand, darting into the 
dark corner of the room. 


“What? We’re just playing.” 
“You’re much stronger than him and he is sick!” 
Doflamingo snorted. 


“That’s quite patronizing, don’t you think? Law won’t crumble from a simple game, he is 
strong.” 


“Oh, I’m sure he’s strong and brave, and proud.” Those were words he used to describe 
Doffy, weren’t they? Rosinante turned his head away and suddenly his words were not only 
about Law. “I’m sure he’s trying to survive in the unfair world, but there are limits.” 


“Ah, yes, and limits you want, of course, are true and righteous. Such a moral high ground 
from a person who wears my killswitch on his hand.” 


Rosinante groaned. 

“That’s not what I am saying. It’s about Law’s life, not this.” 

“Stop talking as if I’m not here!” Law hissed. 

Rosinante took a deep breath. It was so easy for his brother to have a rise out of him. 
“Sorry, Law...” 

“And don’t talk to me!” 

Doflamingo chuckled and Rosinante sighed. There was no winning with those two. 


“Tam going for a walk.” He announced and took the laptop from his bed. It would be better 
to house hunt without Doffy noticing anyway. 


When Rosinante was closing the apartment he could still hear his brother and kitten muffled 
talk. 


“T can catch you! I know your weakness: your hearing is shit!” 
Doflamingo chuckled. 


“Do try, but you’re not as sneaky as you think.” 


It felt like they didn’t need him anyway. 
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Rosinante was returning home even later than usual due to a mishap at work. The snitch that 
helped Fujitora’s raid to succeed was let go without charges, and apparently, someone tried to 
kill him. Or, more likely, a raccoon fell at him from the roof and the man got scared shitless, 
judging by the story he told. Anyway, the snitch put the whole station on edge demanding 
justice for himself. 


The elevator didn’t work again so Rosinante took the stairs. His movements were sluggish 
and his eyes were staying closed longer and longer when he blinked. That was why he didn’t 
immediately realize that what he was seeing in the corridor of his floor were bloody little 
footprints and not dirt. Rosinante frowned. They led to his home. 


The door of his apartment opened easily, without even making a squeak. This was suspicious; 
he locked it up every morning. Or did he? The action became so automatic he couldn’t recall 
it. 


It was night, the hybrids didn’t need lamps so the darkness of the apartment wasn’t unusual. 
Although it felt strangely empty. 
Rosinante walked inside, creeping silently in case there was danger. 


The door to the bathroom was wide open, and there he saw Doflamingo bent over his coat, 
his fluffy mane and back shown to the world and his tail lying on the floor like a white boa. 
Rosinante could hear short wet sounds. 


What the hell he was doing? Cleaning himself? 
Rosinante made a few steps closer. 


Doflamingo was holding his coat. In the bundle of pink feathers, Rosinante saw Law’s little 
form. Doflamingo was licking the blood of the kitten’s face. 


Not only face. His whole body was a bloody mess. 
“What the hell did you do to him?!” Rosinante shouted. 


Doflamingo jolted, startled by his screech. Rosinante snatched the coat with Law inside from 
his lax hands. 


“Rosi...” Doflamingo’s facial features took on a predatory edge. “Give him back.” 


“No,” Rosinante’s voice deepened from anger and he squeezed the little body to his chest. 
“Did you fucking beat him into a pulp?! Is that what you call playing?!” 


Law sluggishly opened his eyes and said in a weak voice: 


“He didn’t do a thing. It’s my fault...” 

Doflamingo’s tail started to rapidly move from side to side. 

“Law,” there was a warning in his voice but Law didn’t seem to hear him. 
“T wanted... to protect Donquixote’s honor...” 

Law sobbed. 

“The fuck is going on here?..” Rosinante breathed out and then it hit him. 


Oh, of course, he locked Doflamingo up, but Law was free to go everywhere he wanted. He 
could still run errands for his brother... fuck, Doffy could be still connected to the underworld 
through him. 


Did he... was he responsible for the hybrids' escape the other day?! And the snitch at the 
station... Was it Law who actually attacked him?! 


Rosinante gritted his teeth. 
He needed to find a way to separate the kitten from Doflamingo. But first... 


“T’m going to the vet,” Rosinante said pressing Law to his chest. The kitten tried to protest 
but he ignored him. 


ok ok ok 
Euthanasia. 


That’s what everyone kept telling him. Oh, at first the doctors were sympathetic and ready to 
treat Law’s wounds, but after a short examination, they refused to put effort into it and 
suggested euthanasia to save Law from suffering. 


They said it while Law was sitting just there! It didn’t take long before the kitten stopped 
spitting and hissing and started crying. Soon he was too exhausted to do even that. He was 
lying quietly in the backseat of Rosinante’s car, covered by blankets. 


Law raised his little hand near his face and started licking his scratches, while Rosinante tried 
to locate another vet clinic. After some time the kitten sighed. 


“Tt’s curable, you know?” He said in a small voice. “My disease.” 
Rosinante frowned. 

“So why the hell do they want to kill you?” 

Law sighed again. 


“Because to cure it, they need to admit that hybrids are not so different from humans.” 


Rosinante slammed his hands on the steering wheel with sudden realization. 
“That’s what we need to do: go to the human clinic!” 
The boy started whimpering. 


“No, don’t do it! You’re making everything worse! The underground doctors were my only 
hope!” 


“You won’t know for sure if we don’t ask every doctor.” 


Big tears started rolling from Law eyes, his ears were pressed to his head while his face 
grimaced in anger and pain. He even managed to sit up. 


“Forget it! I will heal on my own, and then I will die. I wish you die!” 


Rosinante had never before felt so cruel for trying to help. 


Chapter 6 
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Law was getting worse. He seemed to heal from the wounds, but he became sluggish and 
kept sleeping all day and night. Rosinante was keeping the kitten in his room, covered by 
blankets in his bed, while he slept on the floor near it. 


Doffy was annoyed that Rosinante was not letting him around the kid when he was home but 
didn’t intervene much. After all, he got the boy all to himself while his brother was at work. 


Rosinante didn’t like that. Because of Doffy Law was in this state and in the worst time no 
less, when Rosinante already spent his savings! 


Maybe he should put his new purchase to good use. 


Rosinante started packing the next day. He borrowed money from another colleague and 
filled the trunk of his car with food and some bedding. 


He prepared food and water for Law, then sat at the edge of the bed and gently shook the 
kitten. 


“Hey, will you be okay by yourself all day?” 
“Huh?” The kitten opened his eyes. “Yeah...” 
Doflamingo poked his head inside the room. 

“By himself? Do you want to take me somewhere?” 
“Yes. I think you will like it.” 


“Hmm...” Doflamingo said with a cocked head. He walked toward the door, hesitating near 
it... but the collar didn’t beep. 


“The radius is set to the watch now. We can go outside together.” 
“Finally,” Doflamingo breathed out. “I am so sick of this place.” 


Doflamingo took his sweet time before sitting in the car. He was stretching and walking 
around as if he was stuck in a cage. When he was finally seated and Rosinante started the 
engine he asked: 


“Where are we going?” 


“Tt’s just a trip into the nature. You’re been stuck in my apartment way too long.” 


“Oh, you finally noticed that living in that trash heap twenty-four hours a day is inhumane.” 


After this Doflamingo started chatting and Rosinante did his best to keep up the conversation. 
It took them almost three hours but they were about to reach their destination. 


A few days prior Rosinante bought an old hut in the middle of nowhere. It was cheap, but he 
still had to take a loan to buy it. Now was the time to finally visit it. 


As soon as Doflamingo saw it he perked up, curiosity radiating out of him. 
“Ts this where we going?” 
“Yeah. Just a house to run away from the city for a while.” 


“T do prefer civilization, with all its glorious ups and downs, but it is more exciting than the 
hole you live in.” 


Rosinante hummed. 


At least Doflamingo was happy to stretch his legs. He ran to investigate the forest as soon as 
Rosinante stopped his car and changed the range settings on the watch. It was for the better. 
Rosinante could unload all the things and food without suspicious questions. 


The house was a bit bigger than his apartment; it had three rooms, a kitchen, and even a 
bathroom. Despite everything being old, there still was electricity and handmade plumbing. 


The place nearby was once a prosperous village but it fell in disarray a few decades ago and 
was abandoned, he could not afford property there, so he made do with a woodman’s house 
on the side of the forest. 


Rosinante plugged in an old refrigerator and started filling it with canned food, and then he 
started cleaning the house to the best of his abilities, which mostly meant getting rid of 
spiderwebs and dust and preparing a bed. When he was putting clothes in the commode he 
heard his brother’s chuckle from outside and something heavy hitting the ground. 


“Rosiii... Come out, come out, I have a present.” 


Rosinante didn’t like the sound of that, but what harm could Doflamingo do in the middle of 
nowhere? 


Rosinante walked outside... and froze in the doorframe. 

“Doffy... What is that?” 

Doflamingo grinned, very proud of himself. The blood was dripping down from his hands. 
“A deer.” He pushed it toward Rosinante with his leg. “For you.” 


Rosinante looked down at the bloodied carcass. 


“T have no idea what to do with it.” He admitted. 

“You eat it, silly.” 

“T assume there are a few more steps before that,” Rosinante said sarcastically. 

“Well, isn’t it the reason you dragged us here? To be one with nature and crap like that?” 


“Um, yeah, but...” Rosi stared at the animal’s glassy eye. It reminded him of the eyes of the 
cats Doffy killed when they were children. So... motionless. “I don’t like meat very much.” 


Doflamingo narrowed his eyes. He lowered his glasses from the top of his head and moved 
closer to his brother. 


“So why are we here, Rosi?” 


Chills were raining down Rosinante’s spine. He looked into rose-colored glasses, at the blood 
stains on their frame, and found himself unable to answer. 


“T see...” Doflamingo crossed his arms. “You’re going to leave me here, aren’t you?” 


“Just for a while,” Rosinante said quickly as if rushing to fill the pause he created. “I need to 
find a cure for Law first, and you need more space than my apartment. Don’t worry, I will 
visit you on weekends.” 


Doflamingo scoffed. When Rosinante tried to go to his car he grabbed his SeaStone watch. 


Rosinante couldn’t understand what happened next at first. There was loud beeping and 
Doflamingo was trashing on the floor trying to grab his steel collar. Rosinante looked down 
with big eyes, and then the realization hit: Doffy was being choked! 


Rosinante fell to his knees swearing. Fuck, fuck, fuck, did he remember the code?! 


It was hard to put it in with Doffy’s constant moving. The first try only lit the screen on the 
collar red. The second one. The third one brought, oh so much needed green light. Rosinante 
was shaking, he was breathing loudly together with Doflamingo. 


“What were you thinking?!” Rosinante hissed. His heart was beating so fast he thought he 
would have a heart attack. “You know you are not allowed to touch the watch!” 


The watch reacted to the hybrid’s genetic signature immediately, recognizing it as an attempt 
to escape. 


Doflamingo breathed unevenly and heavily beside him, but soon he started to laugh. It was a 
hysterical sound, Doflamingo looked mad. Rosinante got off his knees, his pants now stained 
with grass and dirt. He looked at his brother for a few seconds then turned around to leave. 


“Go on, Rosi, run. Run from me,” Doflamingo said to his back with a hoarse voice. ““That’s 
all you ever did!” 


Rosinante closed the car door behind him and drove, leaving Doflamingo alone. 
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He broke his promise the first week. He woke up late, and then had to fuss over barely 
conscious Law, and then, somehow... it was the next day. Which he also spent trying to help 
the dying kitten. During the week he had to work overtime to pay back his loans, he simply 
had no opportunity or energy to visit. Instead, he watched Doffy’s movements on the watch. 
Every time he saw a red dot appearing in the woodsman’s house he felt guilty. But he couldn't 
leave Law, not until the boy would be cured. There was plenty of game in the forest; Doffy 
proved he wouldn't get hungry. The fridge was full of conserved food if fresh meat would 
bore him. Besides, Doffy was running all around the map. He clearly didn’t like to stay 
indoors after being locked up in his apartment for so long. It was better for him there. His 
brother would be fine. 


At first, the red dot appeared dutifully every weekend and stayed there until Monday. Then it 
started to appear only on Saturday for the whole day, then only on Saturday morning for a 
few hours, until it stopped appearing at the house at all. 


Chapter End Notes 
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Rosinante rubbed his face. His eyes were red from the lack of sleep. 


It all was useless. Useless, useless, useless. Law moaned and Rosinante hurried to change the 
wet rag on his forehead to a cold one. Law put his hand little clawed hand on Rosinante’s 
seeking the coldness of his skin. Rosinante gently held it until his palm was too hot to help. 


The boy was burning for several days in a row. Vets and doctors blocked his phone number; 
he could only hear silence when calling them, and when he tried to visit in person... well, he 
was thrown out by security. 


It was not better at work. Sakazuki was pissed. He got several calls from the clinics with 
complaints on Donquixote name and wasn't letting Rosinante forget it even for a moment, but 
Rosi didn’t fear him. He feared... he feared that Law didn't have much time. 


Rosinante sat looking at the ceiling for several minutes then lifted his hand. He still 
monitored his brother's movements every day and what he saw recently didn’t make him 


happy. 


Doffy was all over the place until a few weeks ago. The dot went to the edge of the radius 
and stayed mostly there. 


Rosinante got nervous seeing it making circles there. What was Doffy thinking? Was he... 
contemplating suicide? The thought terrified him. His brother was a terrible person, to say the 
least... but the idea of him dying, dying because of him... it made him feel terrible, disgusted 
at himself... and awfully lonely. 


The dot flickered on the screen. Rosi felt spellbound by it, his eyes were dry from not 
blinking for a long time. The longer he stared, the more gruesome scenario played in his 
head, until Rosinante couldn't take it anymore. He called Bell-mere that same evening and 
asked her to watch over Law while he was away. 


It was time to drive to that accursed place. 


The road was boring but it only added to his anxiety, making landscapes outside the car 
window look more and menacing with every second. 


First, he visited the house. It looked abandoned even from afar. The front door was open and 
inside there was a mess. 


Rosinante locked the hut and looked at the watch. He turned to the forest. Doffy seemed to 
stay in the abandoned village nearby and the way to him was through it. 


The road was barely fitting for a car. Rosinante drove slowly and even inside the vehicle, he 
heard small rocks and branches crunching under the wheels. 


It didn’t take him long before he encountered a strange tree. Its branches were turned off and 
its bark scratched and peeled. Rosinante passed it by with a frown. 


“What the hell?!” 


The longer he drove the more trees were messed up. Some were just shredded, only their 
white core was still standing, framed with ribbons of bark, but most of the trees were more 
intricately damaged. Some were covered head to toe in words. Some were poetry Rosinante 
vaguely remembered learning in childhood. Some texts were unreadable or consisted of one 
word repeated over and over again. Other ones were unskilled carving of people, animals, 
and flowers. And toys. There were a lot of half-made wooden toys. 


Oh god, was there some kind of cult taking residence in the village? Was that where Doffy 
went? 


The forest finally ended and Rosinante started to see the rooftops of abandoned houses on the 
horizon. The buildings were huge, almost estate-like, but the territory was overgrown with 
weeds and he could see broken windows now and then. 


Rosinante looked at the SeaStone watch. Doffy was very close. 


He stopped the car before the house that actually looked decent. It was out of place with its 
garden in order while the vegetation outside of its territory threatened to turn into a thicket. 


The door slammed. A person came out of the house, most likely attracted by the noise of the 
engine. 


Rosinante stared at them. They were dressed up in golden glittery robe and a towel on their 
head, as if they had just stepped out of the shower, but they were wearing high heels with 
fishnet stockings and heavy mascara. Rosinante could not determine their gender. 

“My, my!” The person exclaimed spreading their arms. “Did not expect a visitor today! You, 
good sir, know how to catch a person without panties, hee-haw!” 


“Er...” Rosinante said. He quickly looked at his watch and then at the house. “Sorry to disturb 
you but I am seeking...” 


“Emporio Ivankov, a pleasure to make your acquaintance.” The person interrupted and 
extended their hand with long and sharp acrylic nails as if for a kiss. Rosinante shook it 
awkwardly. 


“Donquixote Rosinante,” he answered automatically. 
Ivankov looked at him with narrowed sly eyes and a wide grin. 


“Oh, wow, no wonder they say masters and their pets look alike. It's about time the owner of 
that pink menace showed up.” 


“He...” Rosinante hesitated, should he tell this stranger? Perhaps, they already knew if Doffy 
was staying here. “He is my brother.” 


Ivankov didn't hide their surprise. But their next words surprised Rosinante as well. 
“Hee-haw! Bold of you to admit! Almost no one does. That, at least, is worthy of respect.” 


This rubbed him the wrong way. How many times he heard those words from coworkers, on 
TV, in pacing conversations, in shops: “We saw him and just knew he would fit in our 
family!” “You know how owners and pets start to look alike with time?” “We picked her 
because she looked just like us!” 


How often those hybrids were in fact actual blood relatives of the family? 
“Anyway, your cat is inside, chasing around with my kitty-boy. So it safer to stay outside.” 
“Kitty-boy?” 


“Yep. Crocodile, my precious furry asshole. It's living hell with Croccy in spring and autumn, 
so I go here with him in his special time. Away from everyone, you know.” 


“Ts he sick?” 
Iva looked at him funny. 


“He gets horny. But he also doesn't want to fuck anyone and refusing gently is not his style. 
You leave him alone for five minutes and it's a bloodbath.” 


Rosinante coughed awkwardly, he didn't know what to say after such bluntness. He didn’t 
think of Doffy having his ‘special time’... Oh, damn, Law would have it too, didn’t he? He 
needed to smoke. And to read on this when he would return back. 


Ivankov offered him a lighter which perplexed him (why they even have one in the 
bathrobe?) when a sudden crash made him and Iva look back at the house. 


They watched as the hybrid with short black fur leaned out of the window and climbed onto 
the roof with lightning speed, not caring in the slightest about small pieces of the wall that 
fell from under his claws and... hook? 


Rosinante didn't know where to stare: at the hook instead of one of the hands or at the steel 
collar around his neck. 


The sound of hurried climbing could also be heard from the other side of the house. At the 
same moment as the hybrid with black fur reached the top of the sloping roof, Doffy poked 
out from the other side, causing the hybrid to jump and dart to the left in a tight turn. 
Doflamingo tried to give chase but got distracted. He looked down at the courtyard, and even 
from such a distance Rosinante could tell he was looking at him. 


Doffy didn’t pay attention just for a second, but it was all it took for his foot to slip. He fell 
on the other side of the house but managed to cling to the top of the roof. Rosi still could see 
his hands and head poking over red tiles. 


Crocodile stopped his run and turned around, his ears with a single gold ring standing to 
attention. He walked back toward Doflamingo, which calmed Rosinante somewhat. So they 
did just play friendly and Doffy wasn’t bulling the hybrid, maybe Crocodile would even help 
his brother climb back up. 


The cat kicked Doffy in the shoulder with his leg. There was a deafening roar of shattering 
tiles and hissing as Doflamingo slid down the roof ruining the house with his claws. 


Rosinante clenched his teeth so tight he cut his cigarette in half. 

“T will pay you back!” He hurried to say, but Iva only raised their eyebrow. 

“Then you get to pay much more than just for the roof. They ruined half the house.” 
Oh God, he didn't have such kind of money. 


Iva laughed then petted his shoulder in a mix of friendly gesture and putting out a fire on his 
coat. 


“Relax, boy! I was just joking, this house needs to be rebuilt anyway. Let them have their 
fun.” 


Crocodile squatted on the roof, looking down at the place where Doffy fell very intensely, 
only his tail was twitching. Then he jumped down and judging by the lack of noise, he landed 
much more gracefully than Doflamingo. 


“So they are getting along?” Rosinante asked a bit strained. 
Ivancov laughed. 


“Depends on the perspective, Rosi-boy! They are both quite violent. But I can’t deny, they 
seemed to enjoy getting on each other nerves.” 


An idea popped into Rosinante’s head. He didn’t think before that Doffy could get lonely. 
“Could you possibly give me your cat for...?” 


He trailed off under Ivankov’s sudden heavy glare of disdain. Rosinante felt the atmosphere 
shifting immediately. 


“Boy, you can't even take care of your cat.” They said darkly. Their voice began to rise in 
anger. “Did you see what he did with the forest? You know this also was supposed to be a 
hunting ground? Well, not anymore! He hunted down everything from duck to deer around 
here. Who leaves such a cunning and social kitty alone with nothing to do and no one to 
speak with?! Not even a book to read! He was going crazy with boredom! Sometimes, I think 
to myself if I really stay here because of Croccy, or because Doflamingo will slice my throat 
if we will try to leave!” 


They were hissing by the end of their speech. Rosinante was red. He felt his whole being 
drowned in shame and guilt. 


“Sorry, I... I thought he would be happy like that. In nature. Away from humans.” He added 
quietly: “And everyone else would be safe from him.” 


Iva sighed. They gave him a crooked smile and uneasy chuckle. 


“Sorry, boy, a bit of professional anger. I and my friends take care of hybrids unwanted by the 
government.” 


That was a strange way to say it. But Rosinante supposed it was more dignifying than 
“difficult cats”. 


Ivankov put a hand to their ear and listened in silence for a few seconds. 


“Oh, they calmed down. Can’t hear a thing crashing. Come, Rosi-boy, I will make you some 
tea.” 


Rosinante followed Ivankov without a question. Before entering the house he heard some 
kind of sound. Inside it was even louder. Was Iva’s fridge faulty? But the answer came as 
soon as he entered the living room. 


This was a purr! His brother was purring! He never heard him do it since their mother died. 
It was so loud now he could hear it from outside the house. 


In the middle of the room, behind the couch, Doflamingo was holding the other hybrid down. 
He was pressing his belly to the floor, and aggressively licking his neck. Crocodile was 
tensed and displeased. It was very evident not only by the expression on his face but by the 
low threatening growl he made with every lick. 


Rosinante stopped, staring at the scene and Doffy noticed him too. He paused and looked up 
with his long tongue still sticking out. The other hybrid seized his moment, he broke free and 
pushed Doflamingo on his back then started to vigorously lick his neck instead. 


Ivankov put their hand on Rosinante’s shoulder and giggled. 
“Don’t mind them, it’s just a struggle for dominance through grooming. Come.” 


They guided Rosi to the kitchen but he couldn’t turn away from the two hybrids until they 
disappeared around the corner. He looked at Ivankov as they turned on the electric kettle. 


“You know a lot about hybrids.” 
Ivankov laughed taking two cups from the shelf. 


“Sure do! You kind of have to if you want to rescue them. Honestly, the most troublesome 
hybrids are not as problematic as dealing with the government over them. Ugh, just don’t get 
me started...” 


The kettle clicked. Ivankov sighed and poured the hot water into cups with bagged tea. 
Rosinante hesitated for a moment but asked after all: 

“Could you, perhaps, help me with something?” 

Ivankov raised their painted eyebrow while putting cups on the table. 

“With Doflamingo?” 

Rosinante shook his head. 


“There’s a kitten. He is sick. No vet wants to cure him. Human doctors laughed at us, but the 
disease seems curable.” 


“Ah,” Ivankov leaned back on the chair. “That’s the hybrid population control program.” 
“The... What?” 


“Exactly what it sounds, Rosi-boy. Every hybrid that is too sick, or old, or weak is 
eliminated. Government orders. So civilian doctors usually don’t risk disobeying them. 


Rosinante stared at his cup in bewilderment. He didn’t know such laws existed, and he 
enforced them. 


Ivankov leaned over the table and patted his shoulder. 


“Cheer up, Rosi-boy, you can bring the kitten to us, we will see what we can do. Let us finish 
the tea and I will give you the address. 


“Thank you,” Rosinante breathed out. 


38 2K ok 


It was beginning to get late. Rosinante decided to sleep in the house he bought. He called 
Bell-mere and asked her to sit with Law a little bit longer. The kitten was too weak to cause 
trouble so she hadn’t got problems with him at all. 


Laying at the barely warm bed at night, Rosinante thought that Doffy would visit him, now 
that he knew he was here, but no. The night went peacefully, completely undisturbed. 


The morning came unbelievably fast. Rosinante rubbed his eyes and walked to his car. He 
stopped in front of it with his hand on the door handle and stared at the forest. He 


remembered all the destroyed trees... And toys. It was a desperate cry for entertainment, for 
stimulation, for anything. 


Rosinante sat in the car and drove again to the village. 
This time Ivankov met him more dressed up and Rosinante had a pleasure to see their bright 
violet curly hair this time. They seemed intent on work in the garden today, with their 


overalls, thick gloves... and incredibly, still in high heels. 


“My, missed my company so soon, Rosi-boy?” Ivankov said cheerfully and greeted him with 
a wave of pruning shears in their hand. 


Rosinante took a deep breath. 

“T have another favor to ask you. A big one.” 

“Mmm? I’m all ears.” 

Rosinante closed his eyes, taking in the bitter smell of his cheap cigarette. 

“Can you take care of Doffy for me?” 

Iva smiled, and somehow Rosinante felt it was exactly what Ivankov wanted to hear. 


“T thought you'd never ask.” 


Chapter End Notes 


Conqueror’s haki? Nah, conqueror’s purr. 
Can you believe that I originally started writing this for the dofuwani pairing? And I 
didn't even give Crocodile a speaking role. Disgraceful. 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


